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town. It was market-day and proper March,
with a sky that was here pale green, there pale blue,
while little busy clouds like torn sheets of grey
paper flew and scattered under cross tugs of wind.
The sky was swept with streams of light that
flooded out into glory, throwing sheets of pale
silver colour on to field and wood*

It was one of those days when everyone in the
little town was conscious of the near neighbour-
hood both of the mountains and the sea* The
wind had begun with little anticipatory gusts, as
though it were trying its forces to see whether they
were strong and sound, then, as everything went
well, it increased its power, began to find pride in
its strength, and soon, doubtless, would be bellow-
ing with vainglory* You could sec in your mind's
eye Ennerdale, that was not far away, ruffling into
little flakes of foam, its waters chocolate-coloured,
while the sky above the hills was all busy with its
traffic, sending clouds hither and thither, flashing
light now on, now off, under order of the March
gale. All the hills, black and grim, gathered like
conspirators close about the waters* On the
other side of the town there was the sea, the wind
tugging at St. Bees Head, and all the shipping
tossing maliciously in Whitehaven Bay*

The booths of the market were creaking and
cracking, cloths blowing about* the pedlar forced
to cover his wares, ropes straining, doors rattling*
everyone clinging to their hats and wigs.

Then with a shriek of whistling tun the wind
and the rain came, driving straight up the street>
sweeping the trestles and boards away, carrying the